GANDHI

rotten eggs. Someone snatched away my turban, whilst
others began to batter and kick me. I fainted and
caught hold of the front railings of a house, and stood
there to get my breath. But it was impossible. They
came upon me boxing and battering. The wife of the
Police Superintendent, who knew me, happened to be
passing by. The brave lady came up, opened her
parasol, though there was no sun, and stood between
the crowd and me. This checked the fury of the mob
as it was difficult for them to deliver blows without
harming Mrs. Alexander.10

A squad of police arrived, dispersed the mob, and
escorted Gandhi to his place of destination. But the
trouble was not over. A mob surrounded the house and
demanded Gandhi. The police superintendent, anxious
to prevent serious trouble and to save both house and
Gandhi, advised him to escape, provided him with a
constable's uniform and a makeshift helmet, and helped
him out of a side door and to the police station. Gandhi
refused to prosecute his assailants or to attempt to
identify them. His family, terror-stricken at this wel-
come, joined him later, doubtless already homesick for
their native India.

Even this experience did not embitter him, or cause
him to diminish his loyalty to Britain. He went steadily
on, pursuing the purpose and method he had adopted.
When the Boer war broke out in 1899 he offered his
services to the government, raised a volunteer ambu-
lance corps of indentured and free Indians, and served

10 Gandhi, op. tit, I, 446-448.
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